ZEYD'S COFFEE-FIRE
the desert world. The camel upon which they rode was an obla-
tion of the common, charity; but what were their daily food only
that God knoweth which feedeth all life's creatures. There is no
Beduwy so impious that will chide and bite at such, his own
tribesfolk, or mock those whom God has so sorely afflicted; nor
any may repulse them wheresoever they will alight in the common
wilderness soil. Sometimes there stood a stranger's booth among
us, of nomad passengers or an household in exile from the neigh-
bour tribesmen: such will come in to pitch by a sheykh of their
acquaintance.
Hirfa ever demanded of her husband toward which part should
cthe house' be built. 'Dress the face, Zeyd would answer, to this
part,' showing her with his hand the south, for if his booth's face
be all day turned to the hot sun there will come in fewer young
loitering and parasitical fellows that would be his coffee-drinkers.
Since the sheukh, or heads, alone receive their tribe's surra, it is
not much that they should be to the arms coffee-hosts. I have
seen Zeyd avoid as he saw them approach, or even rise un-
graciously upon such men's presenting themselves, (the half of
every booth, namely the men's side, is at all times open, and any
enters there that will, in the free desert,) and they murmuring he
tells them, wellah, his affairs do call him forth, adieu, he must
away to the mejlis, go they and seek the coffee elsewhere. But
were there any sheykh with them, a coffee lord, Zeyd could not
honestly choose but abide and serve them with coffee; and if he
be absent himself, yet any sheykhly man coming to a sheykh's
tent, coffee must be made for him, except he gently protest,
'billah, he would not drink.' Hirfa, a sheykh's daughter and his
nigh kinswoman, was a faithful make to Zeyd in all his sparing
policy.
Our menzil now standing, the men step over to Zeyd's coffee-fire,
if the sheykh be not gone forth to the mejlis to drink his mid-day
cup there. A few gathered sticks are flung down beside the
hearth: with flint and steel one stoops and strikes fire in tinder, he
blows and cherishes those seeds of the cheerful flame in some dry-
camel-dung, sets the burning sherd under dry straws, and powders
over more dry camel-dung. As the fire kindles, the sheykh
reaches for his delldl, coffee-pots, which are carried in
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